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ThcTragedic 

Since you'will buckle fortune on my backe. 

To bcarc the burthen whether I will or no, 

I muft hauc pacience to endure the loade, 

But if blackefcandaleorfo foulcfac’t reproach 
Attend thcicquell ofyour impolition. 

Your mcerc inforcementfliallaequittancc me 
From all the impure blots and ftaines thereof, 
ForGodheknowes ,andyou may partly fee, 

How farre I am from the defire thereof. 

May. God blcllc your Grace, we fee it, and will lay it. 

Glo. In faying fo you fliall but lay thetruth. 

Bf/c. 7'hcn I faluteyou with this kingly Title : 

Long liuc King i?rcW^i,Englands royall King. 

May. Amen. 

Bhc. To morrow will it pleafeyou to be crown'd? 

Glo. Euen when you wiil,fince you will haue itfo. 

Bhc. To morrow then we will attend your Grace. 

Glo. Come, let vs to our holy taske agaitie ; 

Farewell good Coufen , farewell gentle freihds. Bxm, 
Enter ^neene mot her ^ Dutcheffe ofT<^rke^Mar^uet 
Dorfet at one doore , Dutche ^e ofClocefler 
at another doore. 

Z)«r. Who meets vs hccre,my Ncece Plantagenct ? 

Sifter well met, whither away fo fall? 

Dm. Glo. No farther then the T ower,and as I guclle, 

V pon tlie like dt uotion as your felues, 

T 0 gratulate the tender Princes there. 

Kind fifter thanks , weele enter all togithcr.^ 

Enter t he Lieut enant of the Totver. 

And in good time here the Lieutenant comes. 

M. Lieutchant,pray you by your leaue, 

How fares the Prince? 

Lieu. Well Madam, and in bealthtbut by your leaue, ^ 

I maynotfufteryoutovifithim, 

The King hath ftraightly charged the contrary. 

The King? why,whos that? 

Lieu. I cry you mercie,/’ meane the Lord Proteflor. 

Slu. The Lord protcahim from that Kingly title: 

Hath hefet bounds betwixt their loucand me : 


of Richard the third. 

r m fbeir mother,whoftiould keepe me from them ? 
i !fn their father, mother, and will Iccthem. 

^ DHtGlo. Their Aunt /am in lawjinloue their mother: 
Tbcnfcat'^ notthou./lc bcarcthy blame. 

And take thy office from thee on my perill. 

Lieu /do befeech your Graces all to pardon me : 
ram bound by oath, /may not do ir. 

^ Enter LordStandly. 

Stan. Let me but meetc you Ladies at an hourc hence, 

And He falutc your Grace ofYorke,as mother : 

Andrcucrcnt looker on, of twofaire Queencs. 

Come Madam, you muft go with me to Weftminfter, 

There to be crowned Richards reyall Quccnc. 

0a. O cut my lace in lunder,that my pent heart 
Ma^iaue fomc fcopc to beatc,or clfe I found 
With this dead liking newes. 

Dor. Madame, hauc comfort, how fares your Grace ? 

0a. O Dorfetjfpeakenotto me, get thee hence, 

Dea^and dcftruiflion dogge thee at the hecles, 

Thy mothers name is ominious tochildren, 

Ifthou wiltoutftrip death, goc croifethc fcas, 

And line with Richmond, from the reach of hell, 

Goc hie thee, hie thee, from this (laughter houfe, 

Lcafithou incrcafc the number ofthe dead, 

And make me die the thrall of Margarets curie, * 

Nor mother, wifc,nor Englands counted Quecnc,’ 

Stan. Full ofwife care isthis your counfcll Madam, 

Take all the fwiftaduantage of the time, 

You fliall hauc Utters from me to my fonne. 

To meetc you on the way,and wclcomeyoo, 

Be not taken tardic,by vnwife delay. 

Dm. Tor. Oill difpearfing windeofmilCTic, 

0 royaccutfed wombc,the bed of death, 

A Cocatricc haft thou hatcht to the world> 

^hofe vnauoydcd eye is murthcrous. 

Stan. Come Madam,! in all haftc wasfentfor. 

Duch. And/in a!ivnwillingi>K<rewilIgoc, 

1 would to God that the idcluftue verge 

Of golden mcttall that muft round my .^browc, 
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